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On the long curve of patient days and nights
Bounding a whole life to the circle fair
' Of orbed fulfilment; and this balanced soul,
So simple in its grandeur, coldly bare
Of draperies theatric, standing there
In perfect symmetry of self-control,
Seems not so great at first, but greater grows
Still as we look, and by experience learn
How grand this quiet is, how nobly stern
The discipline that wrought through lifelong throes
That energetic passion of repose.

5.

A nature too decorous and severe,

Too self-respectful in its griefs and joys.

For ardent girls and boys

Who find no genius in a mind so clear

That its grave depths seem obvious and near,

Nor a soul great that made so little noise.

They feel no force in that calm-cadenced phrase,

The habitual full-dress of his well-bred mind,

That seems to pace the minuet's courtly maze

And tell of ampler leisures, roomier length of days.

His firm-based brain, to self so little kind

That no tumultuary blood could blind,

Formed to control men, not amaze,

Looms not like those that borrow height of haze:

It was a world of statelier movement then

Than this we fret in, he a denizen

Of that ideal Borne that made a man for men.